Words by Gibbons, Bridget
The Oval
Volume 7 | Issue 1 Article 31
2014
Words
Bridget Gibbons
Let us know how access to this document benefits you.
Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Prose is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Oval by an
authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu.
Recommended Citation
Gibbons, Bridget (2014) "Words," The Oval: Vol. 7 : Iss. 1 , Article 31.
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol7/iss1/31
70
Words
Bridget Gibbons
Charles turns the page of  his newspaper. A picture of  a taped-
off  subway platform catches his attention.
Suddenly, he is there, standing on the platform’s edge, waiting 
for the oncoming train. He tastes the stale smoke in the air. Palms 
sweaty, he sets his suitcase down and removes his tie, tossing it 
onto the tracks. A gaggle of  uniformed schoolgirls with glossy lips 
and high heels stampedes in Charles’s direction. They would later 
refer to him as looking “like, sad and stuff.” Better to wait until they’re 
gone, he thought.
The clock overhead on the graffiti wall seems to slow down, 
trying to interfere. Charles simply sighs and looks at the quickly 
growing light to his left. Nice try, Father Time. 
His ears fill with a numbing sound like wave upon wave upon 
endless wave. With one deep breath, the man closes his eyes, and 
wonders if  anyone would remember him—if  anyone would care. 
Then, with the majesty of  a balloon that has been lost to the sky 
forever, he jumps in front of  the subway train and dies instantly. 
Charles turns the page and takes a sip of  coffee. One mustn’t 
become too attached to these stories. They’re much too morbid. He takes 
another sip. Imaginations like that are what cause the events in the first 
place. 
